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A portion of the press, siding with the societaires, loudly ex-
claimed against these rapacious exactions. Even Jules Janin
repented having created Rachel, and talked of demolishing (sic)
his pen-work.
It was too late, however; the public had formed an opin-
ion, and was resolved to stand by it. In the heat of the quar-
rel, the announcement of " Bajazet" gave it a new stimulus,
and afforded an opportunity for the manifestation of the an-
tagonistic feelings of each party. On the night of Rachel's
first appearance in the difficult part of JRoxane, October 23d,
symptoms of hostility were evident throughout the house, and
her failure was confidently predicted. In the beginning of
her career, Rachel, playing from intuition, and impelled by the
irresistible attraction that led her on the stage, was uncon-
cerned and fearless. When, however, the tide of success had
set in, by what may appear a contradiction, but one which the
analyzer of the human heart will readily understand, she be-
came exceedingly timid whenever she was to appear in a new
part. She had now. tasted the intoxicating joys of triumph,
and was the more inclined to dread a defeat that might wither
her laurels. Thus it was that on Jirst nights she was never
as perfect as on the succeeding ones when she felt sure of pub-
lic support.
With these feelings, the effect produced upon her by the icy
coldness with which she was received when she appeared on
this critical occasion may be readily conceived. The very Bo-
mans paid by her adversaries sat with immovable hands. • The
stifled laughter, the whisperings in the boxes, the anxious looks
of friends, and the hostile ones of foes, all contributed to shake
her courage when most she needed it—in that stumbling-block
of genius—in Soaxme 1 Her tongue was almost paralyzed, her
breath was choked, and for the first time she was completely
frightened.
Envy was justified and triumphant; the star had proved
but a fleeting meteor; she could play but such parts as were
drilled into her, and even then she required long study; she
was but an automaton, &c., &c., &c.
But though on the first night the woman had sunk dismay-
ed at sight of the unfriendly brows, on the second the artiste

